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looking, and the children man'y of them beautiful,
with fair flaxen hair and light blue eyes that made
one wonder how such thoroughly northern types of
beauty could have been born and reared so far east.
The mistress of the cottage we entered (a young and
rather pretty woman) apologized for her costume,
which consisted simply and solely of a thin and
almost transparent muslin nightgown reaching a
little below the knee; the only garment worn
indoors by peasant women in the brief but tropical
Siberian summer. We begged her not to apologize,
assuring her that the costume, though scanty, suited
her remarkably well.

The interior of the cottage was, though primitive,
scrupulously clean. In one corner hung the sacred
ts Ikon," or image of the Holy Virgin, a huge brick
stove immediately facing it. Half a dozen wooden
chairs and a rough pine table comprised the fur-
niture, the flooring of the room was at an a.ngle of
about forty-five degrees, which made sitting down
a somewhat dangerous experiment, rFrorn the
centre of the roof hung a Siberian cradle, a kind
of linen bag secured by a long rope to a hook in
tlie ceiling, to which our hostess gave a swing
every twenty minutes or so, the length of the cord
keeping it (and her last born) in motion for quite
that length of time.

While we were smoking a cigarette and regaling
ourselves with a glass of iced " Quass," 3 the pretty
housewife, who soon lost her shyness, produced a
Kussian guitar, and sang to us (in a sweet,
clear voice) two or three national airs. One,
2 A kind of spiuce beer.